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festivals in the royal household, Henry's real passion
for outdoor sport of a more serious kind.   Like the EmperoH
Francis Joseph, with whom he would seem to have much in <
common, Henry was an enthusiastic lover of field sports,
and many are the hints which reveal his keenness.   By no
means all his time was spent in the business of kingship, and
it is indicative of his love of country life that he spent much
of his time at his hunting lodge at Sonning, or in Windsor
Forest, Enfield Chase, the New Forest, or Woodstock.
There is not much evidence on which to base an estimate
of Henry's attitude to things intellectual. True, he was not
a man on the left wing of the new intellectual movement
that was stirring during his reign. He was a most loyal son
of the Church, whose piety and superstitious belief in relics
and miracles rivalled that of the most orthodox. (Those
he cherished most were a piece of the Holy Cross brought
from Greece, and the leg of his favourite Saint George,
which had been captured by Louis of France at the siege
of Milan. These Henry left in his will to the altar before
his tomb.) But there is evidence enough to show that he
was not wholly out of touch with the age. It was one of life
in things of the mind. Those who think that the glories of
the English Renaissance came only after Henry's death are
mistaken. It was in 1499 that Erasmus, the great humanist,
gave his impressions of the England of Henry VII in words
that deserve to be quoted. To Robert Fisher in Italy he
wrote from London:
" Well! you will say c how does our dear England
suit you? ' If you have any confidence in my word at
all, dear Robert, pray believe me in this, that nothing
ever pleased me so much. I found the climate here
so very mild and healthful, and so much refinement
and erudition, not of the trite and commonplace, but
of the abstruse, accurate, and classic, both in Latin and
Greek, that now I no longer sigh for Italy except to
visit it simply. When I hear my friend Colet I seem
to be listening to Plato himself. Who does not admire
in Grocyn his absolute mastery of the sciences? What
judgment more acute, more lofty, or more penetrating
than that of Linacre? Has nature ever created a
gentler, sweeter, or happier character than that of
Thomas More? But why need I go over the rest of